The Post-War Scene
The mention of the 'human engine* of course assists the im-
pression, but the blunt movement of the participles in 'Like a
taxi throbbing waiting* is as near the pulse of a halted taxi
as Milton's liquid syllables are like the flow of gentle waters.
Similarly, in A. S. J. Tessimond's poem, suggested by a Rus-
sian film and suggestive of some Soviet poetry. La Marche des
Machines, the rhythm has the stiff angular character of
mechanical motion:
This piston's infinite recurrence is
night morning night and morning night and
death and birth and death and birth and this
crank climbs (blind Sisyphus) and see
steel teeth greet
bow deliberate
delicately lace
in lethal kiss
God's teeth bite whitely tight
slowly the gigantic oh slowly the steel spine
dislocates
wheels grazing (accurately missing) waltz
two cranes do a hundred-ton tango against the sky
Thus, all too obviously, in Louis Aragon's Red Front, which
E. E. Cummings, in spite of his anti-Soviet animus, made the
courteous gesture of translating into English verse, one hears
the pistons plunge and the whistle scream:
The red train starts and nothing shall stop it
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